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Ray 'heaved his 6 ft 
frame up from thé 
c'uch and Crossed to 
the piano. He tinkled 
at the keyboard. 
"What do you think of 
this?" he asked, run- 
ning through an idea 
he's got for a song:, 

"Right now, songs 
are all about boy 
meets girl. I think that 
pretty soon.this theme 
will fade out-but have 
you got any idea 
what's going to re- 
place them, Alan?" 

I' had to admit I 

hadn't: 

my living playing the 'guitar", 
he said scnously as I filled his 
coffee cup. 

"1 thought I'd probably end 
up as a draughtsman, or some- 
thing like 'that. 

"I'm 'quite goad with my 
hands. Y 'love sketching kills 
eating or dartdng." 

I thought,it was time to"turn 
the ,conversatkiit back to the 
Kinks as they are today. "Arc 
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you all good pals with" each 
other?" I asked Ray. "What 
would happen, for example, if 
you did go to that faraway 
place to practise?" 

"A few months ago we 
thought we "were a closely -knit 
unit, Alan", he replied. "We 
realise now that we weren't. If 
one of us had left we wouldn't 
have 'broken up. It's different 
now. We've got a sound -arid 

I wanted to .know if the, Kinks are really as 
wild and unconventional in private life asthey 
are oñ stage. "No, we coñform," Ray empha- 
sised with a shy smile. 

"We feel our music is different, but we're nót 
the sort of blokes who rebel: for the sake of it." 
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we're successful. The group 
couldn't go"ºn.if any changes 
were made." 

Ray dug deep into the bis- 
cuit do to find some plain 
chóoolate crackers. "Would 
you ever give up being a Kink 
for any other reason?" 

"No-not even to' het", he 
replied. "I'm, very keen" on 
acting and drama, When I'm 
singing, k's just like being an 
actor. You've got to vary your 
make=up'and style to suit each 
song. Being a Kink is an art- 
only I'm dabbling in sounds, 
riot pictures." - 

By this titñc'I could see that 
Ray Davies is plainly a con- 
fident, purposeful guy with a 
firm, no-nonsense jaw, a ready 
smile and a sense of humour 
that makes him very pleasant 
company. 

I 'reminded Ray he was due 
at -a rehearsal and he stood up 
to go. Really smart In blue 
corduroy jacket, pink tab - 
co lar shirt and grey mohair 
trousers. 

"Ray, what's 'in pop for 
you?" I asked as we walked to 
the drier. If was a question I 
had wanted to ask him all 
afternoon. 

He pressed the button to 
call the lift arid turned to me.. 
His grey -green eyes,, so often 
burning with ambition, 
twinkled and .smiled. 

"When I walk on stage and 
sec rows and rows of people 
who have paid to come in and 
sec us, it Makes me work very 
hard for tbcm",, he said. 
"That's the precise moment 
every night that makes me 
determined to give a good 
show." 

That gocsfor all of us, pop- 
pickers. We may yearn for that 
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,Desert Island. But -could. we . 

do without the friendship that 
you pour across the, flood- 
lights? Or give by a cheery 
wave.from a bus? 

Alll right? Stay brighti See 
you after Christmas-in, 
rave-out December 31. I'll 
be Heart-to-heart With an- 
other sop star. 
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A smile flickered 
across Ray's face. 
"We hávérsome ctrázy 
times,," he said. "We 
were travelling, 
through I. alifax the 
other day and Pete 
Quaife' ,had his head 
stuck through the car 
window. He was -prej 
tending to have been 
kidnapped, yelling, 
"Help, kidnap!' t was 
great fun. watching 
people's faces." 


